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I WAS A DADDY’S GIRL
Alecia Weis
 Before my father left for good, I was a daddy’s girl.
 He taught me to fish and it quickly became our dad-
dy-daughter thing.  He took me on frequent trips to Cooney Dam.  
We filled the cooler with sandwiches from the deli down the road, 
a couple Cokes, and a pack of nightcrawlers.  When my mother 
came along, she cringed as she watched me shove the fishhook 
through the worm’s stomach without flinching.  I wiped the worm 
remains on my shorts and tossed my line across the murky water.  
My father taught me to be patient.  We sat in our lawn chairs.  I 
played with the worms, he smoked cigarettes, and we laughed.  He 
communicated best in humor.  The small gap between his two 
front teeth made his smile more welcoming, a bit goofy, a flaw on 
someone who otherwise appeared perfect.  We waited until the tip 
of the rod bobbed and signaled a bite.  My dad was happiest when 
that rod was bobbin’.  He showed me how to reel it in.
 “Bring ’er in fast, keep the tip of the rod high, pointed to 
the sky, keep it tight, no slack in the line, Leesh, reel faster!”  He 
was always just as excited as I was, so worried I would lose it.  But 
he never imposed.  The fish was mine, and I had to catch it myself.
 The times we didn’t catch anything, my dad was awfully 
pissed and we drove home in silence.  I learned to be upset when 
he was upset.  It wasn’t a bad thing, the silence.  It was just a better 
day when we caught a fish, that’s all.  
 He also taught me to throw a baseball.  He bought a t-ball 
stand and we spent hours perfecting my swing.  I played doctor 
on him with my plastic surgical tools as he watched the Cowboys 
game in his recliner on Sunday evenings.  My father had a bad 
back and I tried to fix him the best I could.  At the dinner table, he 
yelled at me for drinking my milk too fast and humming with food 
in my mouth.  When he felt he had to spank me, he apologized 
first.  I realized early on that hurting me deeply upset him.
 When my dad landed a job selling RVs and started mak-
ing good money, we moved from Custer Ave to Gardenia Drive.  
I always thought it sounded like an upgrade simply in the street 
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name.  It was a nice, well-to-do neighborhood on the better side 
of town.  We built the house from scratch.  We planted grass and 
perennials and put a basketball hoop in the driveway.
 On summer evenings, after we moved in, my dad would 
take me to the lake a few blocks away.  Lake Elmo smelled like 
a sewer and its rough, grainy shores were covered in glass and 
garbage.  It was not the most pleasant sight, but the sun set nicely 
over its horizon and there were rarely any people there at night.  
We walked along the beach and dug for treasures.  He convinced 
me that the big, metal tabs on sardine and Spam cans were antique 
treasures.  I still have a plastic bag full of them to this day.  They’re 
not special nor antique, but I can’t seem to throw them away.  He 
had a way of doing that, you see, of making the simple things feel 
like treasures.  
 The months prior to his leaving were filled with short, 
mini partings here and there, where he’d be gone for a few days 
on end. My mother did a wonderful job of hiding their disagree-
ments and my father’s reputation with us children remained 
untarnished.  When he would return, it felt like he hadn’t missed a 
thing. 
 On one of his many disappearances, my mother, brother, 
and I were waiting in the Taco Bell drive-thru when I noticed my 
father in the distance walking up the stairs to a baby blue trailer 
about 100 yards away.  
 I yelled, “Look, Mom—there’s Dad! Is that Dad?”  I wasn’t 
sure.  It looked like him but he seemed very out of place there, 
wandering around some strange trailer park on the wrong side of 
town.
 Abruptly, my mom asked my brother if he could finish our 
order and drive us home.  He reluctantly complied and she handed 
him the keys.  He got behind the wheel and I watched my mother 
run towards the distant image of my father.  My brother was 15 
years old at the time, and had just received his learner’s permit.  
We got home safely.  My mother returned with my father that 
night.  This was the first time we caught my dad using.
 When my dad was home, he no longer had the patience 
for fishing trips or playing doctor.  Sometimes, he took me over 
to his friend Randy’s.  Randy lived in a big red house.  I called it 
the barn, and Randy’s barn was only a few blocks away from our 
own—so it was always a quick trip.  Randy was nice enough.  He 
never said more than a few words to me.  His house smelled of 
cigarette smoke and fish food and I later learned that it was the 
supply stop for my father’s drug addiction.  My dad would send 
me down to the basement where Randy had an aquarium of exotic 
fish and cages crawling with reptiles.  I loved going down to the 
basement, even if I was down there all by myself.  The aquarium 
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was mesmerizing and it was fun to search for the lizards in the 
fake trees of their glass homes.  It was an easy enough distraction 
from what was going on upstairs.  My dad hollered down that it 
was time to leave.  I told the lizards and clown fish that I would see 
them again next time.  
 I remember after one of his especially long disappearances, 
I received a call at school that my dad would pick me up from day-
care.  I waited impatiently by the window.  He arrived in a brand-
new gold Chevy pickup.  I was so excited to see him I neglected to 
mention anything about the new vehicle.  
 He was annoyed by that, eagerly asking, “Well what do you 
think about the truck?”  I didn’t care—I was too in awe of him.  
 As we drove home, I noticed my dad nodding off.  His 
eyelids started to droop and his fingers loosened from the steering 
wheel.  When he noticed my noticing, he asked if I could watch 
him to make sure he wouldn’t fall asleep.  So, I stared at him 
bravely and intently.
 For minutes, I sat there trying hard not to blink.  Once he 
noticed my unwavering gaze, he yelled, annoyed, “Well you don’t 
have to stare at me!”  
 Embarrassed, I looked forward, watching the road.  As we 
turned the corner of our street, my dad plowed into the neigh-
bor’s mailbox and a thousand pieces of plastic shattered across 
their lawn.  I screamed, which woke him up.  He had fallen asleep 
within seconds of me looking away.  I wanted to say I told you so.  I 
didn’t.  He left his business card on their front door, and we drove 
five houses down to our own.  I couldn’t wait to tell my mother.
 On another rare occasion of him being home, I asked my 
dad to take the training wheels off of my bike.  I asked over and 
over again.  I remember him insisting he would do it for me when 
he could, when he had free time, at some point, maybe tomorrow, 
every time I asked.  Although he never found the time, he was 
adamant that he be the one to take them off for me.
 One day, after incessant begging and rejection, I walked 
my bike over to our neighbor Gordy’s garage, and asked him if he 
could take off my training wheels for me.  Gordy had them off in 
seconds.  I hopped over the seat on my two-wheeled Barbie bike 
and pedaled slowly.  It took me three hard falls before I got the 
hang of it.  Pedal fast, not slow.  I taught myself quickly.  My mom 
still tells me the story, “…and I looked out the window and you 
were riding back and forth on your bike with no training wheels. I 
couldn’t believe it!”  I thanked Gordy as I rode off down the block.  
My dad was livid with me.  I had not waited for him.  I had not 
been patient.
 After my dad’s few-day benders turned into weeks, and he 
hadn’t been around much at all, my mother sat me down at the 
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dining room table.  I was eight years old.  She was in tears.  We be-
gan to discuss what had been happening with her and my dad, and 
in very simple details she explained to me that they were getting a 
divorce.
 That next week, my dad was filling his pickup with a few 
of his things.  I ran out the back door to the side of the house, 
where I burrowed myself next to the rose bush on the corner with 
a view of the driveway.  I watched as he and my mother walked 
in and out and in and out—carrying his things into the back of 
his gold pickup.  The thorns from the bush were poking into my 
knees and into my palms, and suddenly I was crying.  For the first 
time, I realized what was actually going on—as if, “Alecia, we’re 
getting a divorce” went in one naive ear and out the other.  
 I did not see him again for ten years.
 My grandma called me a few weeks before my high school 
graduation and asked me if I wanted to invite my father.  
 I struggled to make this decision. I took pride in my aca-
demics and enjoyed school.  I played sports and made friends.  I 
joined clubs and was graduating with highest honors.  I did all of 
this without him.  I felt he had no right to be there, but I wanted 
him to see.  I gave my grandma the go-ahead.
 The night he flew into town, my mother, brother, and I 
met at my grandmother’s house.  He had the sweats.  That was the 
first thing I remember; how much he was sweating.   That, and he 
had bleach blonde highlights. He looked like a retired surfer dude 
with a bad back.  But mostly, I noticed his sweating.  We were all 
nervous, acting strange in our own ways.  But even in not seeing 
him since I was a kid and wanting everything to go picture per-
fect for my big day, I understood his sweating was unusual.  We 
hugged and cried and sat in discomfort around the living room. I 
caught myself staring at the tacky green carpet in my grandma’s 
trailer more than I made eye contact with him.  He was in and out 
of the house smoking cigarettes while we idly chatted and kept the 
conversation light.  As we went to leave, we caught him outside, 
somewhat shaken, cigarette hanging from his mouth and pacing 
on the porch.  We told him we’d see him soon.  He cried.  We qui-
etly walked to our car and left.
 I remember leaving feeling regretful.  I knew I had made a 
mistake in asking him to come.  He was not ready, and it seemed 
the very thing that might push him further into something I didn’t 
even fully understand yet.
 Over the ten years of his absence, I had gotten occasional 
calls from various California area code numbers and Christmas 
cards with the names of random women preceding his on the 
return address.   I had learned a lot of things through many honest 
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talks with my mother.  It was hard for her to tell me.  I know she 
still held onto the hope that he’d come back around, further trying 
to save his reputation, wanting everyone to keep the “good Scott” 
in mind, just as we all did.  The truth slowly trickled into conver-
sations as I grew older.
 My father struggled with drug and alcohol addiction from 
the age of twelve.  He grew up in a household of addicts.  As he 
got older, about the time we moved to the better sounding street, 
my dad struggled with severe back pain, which led to prescription 
meds.  Somewhere along the line, maybe when the pain killers ran 
out, meth became his drug of choice.
 It’s unusual to say my dad’s a meth addict still to this day.  
I remember learning about his addiction at the same time as 
the Montana Meth Project hit television screens and billboards 
around town.  The image of those distraught, face-picking, 
screaming addicts on the “Not Even Once” commercials still burns 
in the back of my mind.  He never looked like that.  He never acted 
like that.  I had nightmares about them for months, and slept with 
my mother every night.
 The day before my graduation party, I came home to my 
mother and father decorating outside.  My dad stood on a ladder 
draping streamers around the porch light.  My mother hung string 
in the garage, zig zagging back and forth from wall to wall.  The 
whole ceiling was decorated with clothes-pinned pictures of my 
childhood.  It was intricate and beautiful.  Yet, I felt uncomfortable 
watching them together, an image that didn’t fit into my timeline.  
 My mother said to me as I got out of my car, “Just like the 
old days, huh?”  She was so proud looking at the display of photos, 
a cigarette dangling from her fingertips.
 I watched my father.  He was sweating.  He was struggling. 
He was not clean.  I could tell as he fought to hang the streamers.  
She could too, but for my sake, she ignored it.
 On the day of my graduation party, my entire family had 
joined us at our house built from scratch on Gardenia Drive.  It 
did feel like the good old days, for a moment.  The party was sun-
flower themed, yellow streamers danced around the garage, and 
people poked and prodded at the images of me hanging from the 
ceiling.  My mother ordered a delicate two-layered red velvet cake, 
decorated in sunflowers and my favorite slogan.   It read, So plant 
your own garden and decorate your own soul, instead of waiting for 
someone to bring you flowers.
 My mother drank red wine and my father smoked anx-
iously on the porch steps.  The mood started to shift as the light of 
the day retreated.  I was so distracted by the rest of my guests, the 
repetitive conversations, and being polite that I failed to notice my 
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father and mother arguing down the street.
 I watched her beg for him to stay.  She crouched next to 
the driver’s seat, holding the door open.  She desperately worked 
to get through to him, to make him stay.  She cried and yelled and 
pleaded.  His foot moved inside the car, the door slammed shut, 
and he drove off.  I knew he was headed to Randy’s red barn house. 
My mom fell to the curb, drunk and sobbing.
 When he returned.  He was no longer sweating.  He 
grabbed me first thing and quickly pulled me aside.  We sat on the 
back porch, and I watched as he lit another cigarette.
 He explained, with an uneasy calmness, “You know I can’t 
handle all this right now.  I’m sorry.  It’s too loud, she’s too loud.”
 I told him I understood.  He left without saying goodbye 
to the others, slipping past the rose bush unseen.  I resented my 
mother for making him leave, for being too loud.
 I graduated the next day with highest honors in a Barbie 
pink dress.  My family cheered as I walked by them.  They were all 
there.  My father sitting next to my mom.  We took a family photo 
and said our goodbyes.  That was the last time I saw him.
 I still get a call from him every now and again.  I can 
almost always decipher when he’s using and when he’s not.  His 
words jumble into one long sentence and he’s always in a rush to 
get off the phone because he starts to cry.  As soon as he cries, we 
hang up.  
 Just last Sunday, he called me while watching the Cowboys 
game.
 “Better be watching the game tonight it’s a big game you 
gonna watch the game?” all mumbled into one.  I never watch the 
games.
 He told me a scattered, almost incomprehensible story 
about his mother.  He said she picked him up from school one day, 
legs kicked up on the dash of the car, a brand-new pair of shoes 
that were two sizes too big dangling from her feet.  He muttered, 
and I had a hard time decoding everything he said.
 “It always bugged me her acting like that it always bugged 
me why she did that spending money on shoes two sizes too big 
spending and we didn’t have it she’s just like that you know?”  He 
mumbled the words and I tried to hold onto them as he flew onto 
the next subject.
 They stuck with me, the words he casually let escape 
from his thoughts.  He tried his best to keep the conversations 
light, avoiding his past and acting like everything was fine.  I was 
confused and there was something that disturbed me about the 
words.  I knew there was something more to them, or I suppose 
I just wondered what they meant.  I mentioned it to my mom.  I 
told her what he’d briefly spewed out, and she stopped me midsen-
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tence.
 “Oh, honey.  That’s not the right story—at all,” she said 
in a troubled tone.  “Scott had wanted a pair of Converse for 
some time.  He begged his mother for months to buy them for 
him.  Those shoes that were two sizes too big were his brand-new 
Converse.  She bought them for him and surprised him at school.  
It was one of his favorite memories of her.  He told that story to 
everyone. He is just…so, so confused.”
 I have been adamant over the years that the loss of my 
father does not affect the woman I am today.  Yet, I feel a constant 
yearning to understand him, and further, a part of my character 
that seems so incessantly incomplete. I find myself dissecting and 
questioning the side of me that lives and breathes my father.  It 
feels strange and unresolved.  It has taken me until my early twen-
ties to understand the immense impact of addiction and what it 
can do to a person.  I’ve felt angry my whole life and very analytical 
of every memory that involves my father—learning why I was in 
the aquarium room all alone or why he fell asleep at the wheel 
that day. There is a confusion within, a pleading to revert back, 
to understand the girl who so effortlessly identified as a daddy’s 
girl.  I envy her.  I feel her in me, sometimes, when I go fishing or 
drink my milk too fast. I feel her in my constant effort to retreat 
and avoid the loud.  I see her in little snippets.  And I am confused. 
My only explanation, clarity in times of reflection, when I feel only 
half resolved, is in the moments of honesty with my mother and 
the moments of confusion in my father—when he lets slip a story 
from his past that deeply disturbs him.  It’s not enough, though.  It 
doesn’t take the feeling away, the feeling of being unresolved, un-
settled.  I always end up with an image of him mumbling distorted 
truths.  He is not clean.  He is struggling.  And just when I think 
I’ve got a piece of myself figured out, an uncertain part of me 
returns to that young girl with thorns in her knees hiding behind a 
rose bush waiting for the truth.
